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Summary:
A short One-Shot in which Andrew has a nightmare and Ashley comes to comfort him (it happens during the night just before chapter 2 starts)

Notes:
So, I wrote a One-Shot about this controversial game.

"It's disgusting!", "You're sick for liking it!"

Look, this fanfic is for the fans, whether you ship the siblings, you just like the cute moments between the two, or you just want to read stuff about TCOAAL. If you don't like it, don't read it. I won't argue with haters, Twitter is already plagued with them. Be civil in the comments.

I'm working on fanart for this fanfic and future pieces I won't talk about yet *wink wink*. I will post it as soon as it's finished.

This is an original fanfic based on the canon plus some sparkles from my imagination. Any type of plagiarization and use of AI won't be tolerated. This is the warning. If I see any of it, I will either lock it for registered users or delete it from ao3 (plus, I will publicly call out the person/persons)

Anyway, enjoy! <3

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
A sharp cry wakes you from your sleep.

For a second, you don’t recognize the place, until you remember:

You are no longer sleeping in your bed at home, starving due to the quarantine and your bitch of a mother. You are no longer in your lonely, perfect paradise where you can just chill with Andrew.

It’s still night, and the motel room would be pitch dark if it wasn’t for the street lights that illuminate through the window behind you.

And you know what has interrupted your sleep, one of the few things that hasn’t changed since you killed those people and performed that ritual at your building.

You’re still surprised that it worked.

In the continuous bed, Andrew is shaking. His breaths come in pained and rapid short bursts.

It’s a silent agreement. You two bicker and throw at each other words as sharp as daggers, but you don’t have to ask for cuddles or physical touch, you and Andrew just accept it. You sometimes pretend to whine, but you like it, and not just for the praise. You will never say out loud how much you enjoy when he kisses the top of your head, or when he slams your body against his for a hug, or when he teases you, dragging his finger through your face.

He seems to enjoy it enough... at least, deep down in your mind, you want to believe so. In this situation, it seems to keep the nightmares at bay, so there’s an excuse for what’s coming next.

You incorporate and throw the blankets away from you. You walk barefoot to his bed and gently lift the blankets while positioning besides Andrew, facing his back. You already have a pillow prepared from the nights before.

“You know this bedroom was more expensive because it has two beds, don’t you?”, you tease him.

He grumbles sleepingly, accommodating his pillow with his right hand. His voice is low and roughened by the sleep. “Shut up”

You giggle. Nonchalantly, you place your right arm across his body, shifting your body closer to him. Your fingers barely touch his taut lower stomach just below his black jersey. At first, he freezes, but in a few seconds, he relaxes and sighs. You keep looking at his black, shiny locks. They smell fresh, like mint and apples, from the shower.

Two minutes pass before he says, “I’m sorry.”

“For what?”, you reply, feigning ignorance. You know what he’s apologizing for and, although he has never done it before and you truly didn’t expect it, you don’t want to dwell on it. Before he can respond, you blurt “I want to go to the restaurant next to the motel.”

“Again!?!? Ashley, we’re on a budget”. He sounds strained.

“If I eat another cookie from the vending machine, I’m going to throw up.”

“Suck it up”

You instantly grab the pillow behind your head, but he’s faster. He shifts his torso and holds your wrist in the air, stopping you. You groan and he smiles triumphantly.

“You are no fun”

He has a boyish but fond grin on him. He has a slight flush, and his big green eyes are sparkling with mischief. You bet many floozies have fallen for this expression. It brings some sourness to your mouth. His gaze locks on yours and softens. “We should get some sleep.”

You will continue the argument during the morning. He will finally give in, like always.

You huff, and he lets go off your wrist. You instantly miss the warmth.

You return your pillow to its place and you lay your head again. Andrew is laying on his back and looking at the ceiling with half-closed lids. His breath is slow and even. You watch, entranced, how his chest rises and dives. You count the breaths. A drop of sweat slides down his neck.

“What is it?” His question makes you direct your gaze to his. His eyes express that he wants to say something else, but he holds back.

You look at him for a few seconds and you close your eyes.

You finally fall asleep. You are too out to distinguish it and you aren’t sure if it’s a dream or not, because you have the vague feeling that Andrew is holding you firmly against him, and buring his face in the crook between your neck and your shoulder.